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BUT.... THE 

OPERATION 
r WAS PERFECTS 
NO ONE WILL 
EVER 

RECOGNIZE 
YOUR 
FACE— 
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NOR YOURS 
EITHER, DOC.' 

BRING OVER 
A SURGICAL 

KNIFE, SAM t 
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TOP, FULL-LENGTH, 
DRAMATIC ACTION, 
MYSTERY CRIME 
FEATURES! 
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OuBlNeTHE NAPOLEONIC WAQS.TWlEVES ROAMED 
TWE BATTLEFIELDS AT MIGHT STEALING TME TEETH 
OF THE DEAD AMD VJOUNDE.D -THESE THEY SOLD 
TO DENTISTS TO BE USED IM THE MANUFACTURE OF 
^FAUSE TEE1TM 
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THE SOT2D/D STORV OF 
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POCTORS ARE HIGHLY DEDICATED.., THEY ARE SWORN TO CURE ILLS 
AND EASE PAIN.. MED /CINE IS AN HONORABLE PROFESSION t BUT THERE 
ARE SOME \NHO FORGET HONOR AND SELF-RESPECT AS OlO OR JOSEPH 
WEST WHO SOLO HIS CHOSEN PROFESSION FOR MONEY... AND PAID A 
HIGH PRICE. ..BUT THAT'S THE STORY —AND IT PROVES THAT 

THE WAGES OF CRIME fS^DEATH! 







C?HE MEDICAL PROFEbSlON WAS NOT 
W PROFITABLE FOR A YOUNG DOCTOR 
NAMED JOSEPH WEST 




LOO< POC...VOU 

SEEM LIK5 A • 

PIGHT ©UY. "<s 
PATCH HIAA UP.... 
DON'T ASK NO QUES- 
TIONS, AND WE'LL 
LEAVE A LITTLE 
BUNDLE ON 
yOUR DESK. 






YOU'RE SHIEK PUGAN I J TAKE ITSASY, 

POC... REL AV... 

SHIEK PON'T 
LIKE TO SE 
CALLEP 
NAMES / 




PON'T LET'S GET EXClTEP.TAKE IT 
EASY, LIKE PEARLY SAYS. POC.THERE'S 
THIRTY GRANP WAITING FOR YOU, IF 
YOU CAN HELP WE OUT OF THE 
JAM I'M IN. THE G-MEN ARE 
ON MY TAIL....ANP I HAVE 
TO SHAKE THEM. 




J H£ NEXT DAY 



/ THAT, MY FRIENP, 

IS MY BUSINESS. 

DUGAN WILL HAVE 

A NEW FACE. NOW 

BRING ME BOILING 

WATER. THE INSTRU- 





HERE'S TEN GRAND. 
SHIEK SAYS TO GIVE 
YOU THE REST WHEN 
WE SEE HOW THIS 





WHAT ARE YOU KICKING 
ASOUT ? THE G-MEN'LL 
NEVER RECOGNIZE YOU NOW, 
YOU LOOK LIKE A MOVIE 
STAR... IN A HORROR 
PICTURE. NOW GIVE 
AAE /V\Y DOUGH t 





WEIGHT HIS 0ODY, 
0OYS, AND TOSS HIM 
IN THE RIVER / 



THE COLD WATERS OF THE RIVER 
CLOSED OVER DR. WEST... A MAN WHO 
DABBLED IN CRIME AND SULLIED HIS 
SACRED OATH^MOR DID SHIEK DU&AN 
ESC APE. ..FOR HE WAS CAPTURED 
SHORTLY AFTERWARD 8V THE FBI 
AND SENTENCED TO LIFE IN A^CATR, 
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WANT TOGO 
ON A TMP-ONA 

sh/p? suea.w/w 

/VOT//TCOUW 8F 
fWL BUT /T COULD 
BE ■ T/24G/C...MW/4 



COM/A/G UPON WE ffOWZON WSJ DOV&FM 
SMP—GW£0fr//0SE TP4MPSOF T//E 
SEAS...M0 /TWS PETE RO/1/SONM0 ATS 
PM JWSTVfWCfir 7D//ME70 




f ' mxefSHow THese ^\ 
TWO T0 thc roc'jtef 




A F£W PA Y5 LA T£R 



YOU MOW WHA r ? 

. TH4TSA T/P-SOt/f- 
GUSTY.'WHAT K/A/t? \ 7MA/0 7& W£X2/< ' 
OFAi TU0 /4 TH/S ?W£[ 0A//I WMP£R 
HV<? TH£ C0/)ST0Yl WHAT '6 /// TH£ 
04 Y^A/P #/IC£ 4 CAR60 lA/£ '££ CARRY- 
A I 0/V& A T Tor M /Mf ?L /K£ TM05£ 

fPeep 0uR/N<r M la^ »*- i cas£s erJ 

^C?£Cf<, UP 
FORWARPf 



TH£ A//&HT' 
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6UMS tT/S.lAPS/ 
AH0 HSRCS eve 
RSA0Y TO BIA6T 
you BOTH T0 
K/fi/(?00/vf CO*f£f 





X HIT H/M 
LOIA/ ' 




AND I 5T£PP£P ) 
0N H/5 
CORN 5.' 







I SA/P POM'T 
RBACHf 





ANP A0OA/ZPA \fp/ABLe.'l MUST \ 



CUSTOMS BOA T- - 



BRseHe rness 

TO TH£ CAP/TAA/Of, 








I WILL L SAVE A PRIZE CREW ABOARP 
ANO TOW TWEES 8 OAT INTO THE 
NEAR E 5 T P0R Tf\ 








YOU WOW. PETE. JIOVE , 
7»/5 SEJ £/fE5& 
Ml/Ctf, MJT3E T//E 
CZ//E/: jW&W JL&T 

£Er y$sr/iy//&a£ 
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6VS7Y, \W'fie 
A10JI/7&.A/E77 
7WA/&y0t/*W0W, 
WEWBE0/VJ 
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ZH THE GARAGE OF THE ACME TA/I COMP- 
ANY, EARLY ONE MORNING 



HI. JOHNNY. . . 
WHAT'S WITH 
THE CITY'S 

BEST 
DETECTIVE ?* 




NOTHING NEW. . .JUST N 
THOUGHT I '0 DROP IN TO 
SAY HELLO TO YOU EX- DOG 
FACES. . .AND SEE INH5THER 
YOU'RE GETTING USED TO 
WALKING PAST BRASS IHITH 
OUT SALUTING/ 





never thought 
i'd have to 
Hit for a 
slit trench 

AGAIN/ 



> 



LET 'EM 
HAVE IT. 

BOYS/ 



#* 



OOF/ 
THI$ 
GREASE. 



HE Y/ WHAT 
15 THIS? J 
SAID THIS IS A 
STICKUP/ 



DEYALL 
DISAPPEARED/ 



WITH 
PLEASURE/ 



THERE THE YGO' \ f WE COUL D 
I'LL SEND IN AN ) I CHASE 'EM. 
ALARM FOR THEM-J^^ 



$ 



f NO. . THEY'RE ARMED AND YOU 
I BOYS AREN T. . NO USE STICKING 
I YOUR NECKS OUT/ WE'LL GET 
V'f/V. . . AND WHEN WE DO ■ 



&k 



LOOK WHO'S 
HERE, BOYS. . . 
THE PRESS/ 



■^ ** A 
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HI. PEL LARS /WHY 
JOHNNY.. WHAT- 
EVER HAPPENED? 
YOU HA VE GREASE 
ALL OVER YOUR 
CLOTHES/ 
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J 'ft HERE ON 
A POLICE BEAT. 
THE EDITOR 
DECIDED HE 
NEEDED A LOT 
OF TALENT. 
SOOO...T'n 
THE KID/ 
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h£* 



7%o&m 



*& 



im 



THIS IS THE SAME GANG 
THAT'S BEEN CAUSING 
ALL THE TROUBLE IN 
TOWN. .I'M CONVINCED OF 
THAT. . AND I'M AFTER 'EM /A 




m. 



YOU'LL GET 
EM. BIG BOY.. 
AND. ■ UH. 
JOHNNY. 
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HUH? 



JOHNNY LEAVES THE CAB DRIVERS, AND 
LATER WE FIND HIM 



HEY, TIMMY/ HOW'S 
THE LEG ? 




■■' ■ ■ ! 



PRETTY 
GOOD f DOC GOT 
ALL THE SHRAP- 
NEL OUT OF IT. . 

AND HE SAYS I'LL 

BE GOOD AS NEW.' 

I'M OUT. FOR THE 

POLICE FORCE f 



HERE'S A HANDKERCHIEF 
JOHNNY. . YOU HAVE LIP- 
STICK ON YOUR FACE/ 



m<3& 



WELL . . THIS MAY BE A 
LITTLE PREMATURE... 
BUT SUPPOSE YOU JOIN t 
ME IN SOME POLICE 
WORK RIGHT NOW. . . 
PRONTO/ 



UH..HEH..UH.: 
PEG 'S A SWELL 
KID/ YESS/REE/ 



YOU BET/ 
WAIT'LL I 
CLOSE THIS 
JOINT/ 



SEVERAL HOURS LATER. 



WELL KID, WE CASED 
EVERY JOINT BETWEEN 
HERE AND THE RIVER . . . 
AND NO SIGN OF OUR HEN' 
EVEN THE STOOL PIGEONS 
CAN'T GET A LINE ON THEM 
■ • • THEY MUST 8E OUT OF- 

TOWNERS/ 



YEAH, AND I FEEL 
AS THOUGH A 
MACK TRUCK JUST 
HIT ME ' 




I GET IT /YOU'RE 
BAITING THE ^ 
TRAP WITH 
CHEESE FOR 




MISS SUSAN SMYTHS, WELL KNOWN SOCIAL- 
ITE, IN/LL WEAR THE FAMOUS TARNUS 
SAPPHIRE BRACELET ATA RECEPTION TO 
BE HELD THIS EVENING IN THE CORAL 

ROOM OF THE HOTEL 
NORRIS/ 



/ 



..■■■■' ■« 



THAT'S FOR 
US. KID/ 



CROOKS, 



' NOW YOU. TIMMY 
WILL BE THE 
HEAP WAITER 
. . PEG IS MISS 
SUSAN SMYTHi 
THE HEIRESS 
OUR GUESTS 
WILL BE 
COPS. . . 



FAIR 
ENOUGH.' 
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Iflggfea 
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RIGHT/ 
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TIMMY YOU STATION YOUR- 
SELF AT THE DOOR AT ALL 
TIMES SO THAT YOU CAN SEE 
WHAT IS t GOING ON/ 
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OKA Y BOYS. . \ THE CORAL 'S 
HERE WE ARE \ ON THE 
AT THE NORRIS ) THIRD 
. • LETS GO IN/ A FLOOR/ 



; \ \&\w. 

WE RE PART >a 
OF THE BAND.. 
THE OTHERS 'LL 
BE HERE rr ^B 
SOON/ Jf /J/ ^ 






OKAY/ 



%wygMff/4y?&s,$ffi'*K^??s.?f'-:\'.< '•'■'"• y^"*';'K-??<Zy:: :-'-'-V-r*x: , ; ' 









RAIN rattled at the windshield and the wip- 
ers made a flashing arc before Casey's eyes, as 
he watched the narrow road unwinding before 
the nose of the car. 

"Tough night," Casey muttered to the strang- 
er . beside him. "Can't imagine anyone having 
to go anywhere in weather like this. Take me 
for instance . . ." 

"You can let me out at that little road," the 
stranger interrupted, his voice, like himself, 
small and pinched. "I can walk from there . . ." 

"No trouble," Casey growled good naturedly. 
'1 wouldn't expect anyone to walk any further 
han they had to in weather like this. If I can 
get into the road — you got a place back there, 
Mister?" 

"Mister" didn't answer at once and Casey 
took a quick look out the corner of his eyes. 
The man was crouched against the door, wiz- 
zened-up looking and scared. Something about 
his voice, his nervousness, caught Casey's at- 
tention. 

"Yes," he whispered finally. "I — I've got a 
place in there. But that's why — you see, I 
didn't want anyone to know — that I'm going 
here, I — please let me out!" 

t 

Funny, Casey thought as he pulled the car 
to the side, watched thoughtfully as the little 
man opened the door and disappeared into the 
swirling rain. 

CASEY drove on. For a few moments his 
thoughts were occupied with his odd passenger. 
He'd picked the guy up along th£ road leading 
out from the village. Casey knew just about 
everyone in town. This fellow was a stranger. 
The train from the city had gone through just 
a little while before. Casey had been there to 
meet it, expecting his partner back from a trip, 
but Casey; remembered that no one had alight- 
ed. So it couldn't be he'd come with the 
train. . . 

"Holy smoke," Casey gasped. His eyes had 
seen the package then, and automatically he 
stopped again. It was a neat package, done up 
in brown wrapping paper. It was small, tucked 
down at the back of the seat as if it had slip- 
ped from the stranger's pocket and lodged 
there. 

Casey picked it up. His stubby strong fin- 



gers worked it gently, found it pliant. Curiosi- 
ty nudged him and he carefully tore one corner 
open. A moment later his breath came in a 
gasp of surprise. 

The package contained currency, sheaves of 
green-backs. Depending upon their denomina- 
tion, there could be a fortune here. At least 
there was a sizable hunk of dough no one 
would leave lying around just anywhere . . 

Resolutely, Casey turned the car around, 
started back. A sense of uneasiness touched him 
as he peered out, looking for the road where 
he'd dropped his recent passenger. It wouldn't 
be easy to fi nd — « 

. "Uh," Casey grunted. "That's it." 

The road was almost impassable. It wound 
and twisted in and out of the low hills, up 
and down through tangled low-lands where 
the car bogged down and once or twice almost 
stayed. Eventually, by expert use and judg- 
ment, Casey brought the machine up through 
the trees and saw the faint reflection of win- 
dows in a house before him. As he drew clos- 
er, he saw there was a light in one room on 
the first floor. 

Still aware of his uneasiness, Casey stopped 
the car. He left the package shoved behind the 
seat, got out and climbed the stairs to the door. 
He knocked, the sound echoing dimly inside. 
Nothing happened and he knocked again. Still 
nothing happened. 

a moment later Casey was inside, was in the 
doorway of the lighted room — 

His eyes were fixed upon the still body, ly- 
ing in the center of the floor. The body of the 
little stranger, the face and shoulders blood- 
stained, the eyes closed. 

Casey advanced and knelt. His stubby fingers 
probed the wrist of the maru. A moment later 
Casey stood up. The little guy was still alive; 
Casey drew a breath of relief — 

"What*- cooking?" 

At the sound of the voice Casey's stocky 
body spun. He saw the two men facing him, 
both with, revolvers in their hands. Narrow 
faced guys with intense dark eyes that seemed 
to reflect the light of the room greenly. 



j "What're you doing here ?" one of them de- 
manded, his lips writhing faintly over the 
words. 

' Casey hesitated, feeling the tension of his 
body increasing. "I — came for him.'" He in- 
dicated the man on the floor. "He told me to 
pick him up here again." 

One of the men advanced, swiftly patted 
Osey up and down. His face wore a shade of 
uneasiness as he stepped back, eyes narrowing 
to slits. Over his shoulder he addressed his 
companion. "Jimmy, go out and look this guy's 
crate over. Maybe . . . it's in there!" 

J -For 2 moment silence fell, broken now and 
then by the gusty wind. The uneasiness left 
Osey, prompted in part by the realization that 
he'd unwittingly gotten himself into this mess 
and must get out again. Aside from feeling 
sorry for the man on the floor, Casey knew 
his own position was dangerous. 

"I suppose you know this guy's cfead," Casey 
lied to the remaining man. "Or doesn't it mat- 
ter?" 

"Dead?" The gunman advanced slowly, 
frowning. For a moment his attention was di- 
vided as he leaned forward to peer closer at 
the crumpled figure- — 

Casey's foot went out, caught the gun hand 
of the man before him. The .guy cried out 
sharply, stumbled back, his face twisted with 
surprise and anger- — 

Swiftly Casey followed his attack. His heavy 
fists, accustomed to twisting and wrestling with 
machinery, sent the man into a twisted uncon- 
scious heap. 

Snatching up the fallen revolver, Casey 
whirled just as his former passenger struggled 
to a sitting position. He whispered, "Thank 
goodness you got one. They've been black- 
mailing me. The money — " 

"In the car," Casey snapped. "The other one 
is out there now."_ 

"Everything is ruined!" the little man moan- 
ed. "I'd have lost home, family, position, every- 
thing. I came to buy them off. When»I didn't 
have the money — " 

Casey turned swiftly toward a window. This 
was no time to hesitate. He snatched the, sash 
open, slid out and dropped. His feet sank deep 
into the mud at the side of the house. 



His car was down the narrow driveway. He 
darted toward it, gun ready, nerves tensed. The 
car was empty. Swiftly he probed behind the 
front seat. 

The package was gone! 

From behind the building came the sudder 
hum of a motor. Casey tensed*. Evidently Jim- 
my had found the money, perhaps seen the new 
twist of affairs inside the house, and was going • 
to make a get-away, leaving his partner . . . 

Casey's hand fumbled for the spotlight switch. 
He §napped it on, flooding the driveway to- 
ward the rear of the building with intense white 
light. Rain drops fell like dots of ice. He 
whirled, plunged across the narrow space and 
pressed himself against the wall. 

The drive was narrow. There was room only 
. on this side for the car to pass. Jimmy would 
see the spotlight, and when he passed — 

The sound of a motor roared into life.- Head- 
lights blasted a white tunnel down the drive. 
The machine whirled down into the narrow al- 
ley between Casey's car and the porch. It slowed 
suddenly. Shots spattered put. Casey knew, with 
a twinge of regret, that Jimmy had opened fire 
upon Casey's car, figuring he was in it — 

The sedan lurched into the narrow space, 
bounced as the brakes were applied. It was al- 
most up against Casey. Swiftly he grabbed at 
the door, ripped it open and vaulted in. 

Jimmy, gun in hand, was staring out at Ca- 
sey's car. He jerked around, his face a snarl 
of surprise and fear — 

Casey's big fist rocketed out and Jimmy's 
head crashed back against the door with crush- 
ing force. His gun hand wilted. His body 
slumped down behind the wheel. . 

Drawing a deep breath, Casey pulled up 
the emergency brake. Thoughtfully he dug out 
the packet of money from Jimmy's inside pock- 
et. Fingering it, Casey relaxed. He was glad it 
was safe. The little guy inside would no doubt 
have some explaining to do to the cops in order 
to get the whole affair straightened out. But 
with the criminals behind bars and his money 
safe, the rest should be easy. 

And Casey was glad the money belonged to 
the little fellow. It had become too dangerous 
foe Casey to want for his own. 

— By Justin D. Triem 



5TEADV, WUOA 
BOYS.STEADV! 
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IS ME 
DEAD? 



OON'T rwiNKT 
SO luST 



LAND'S PREE...GOTAS 
MUCH RlOUT MEC?B AS 
YOU, CLEM BAQt^OW.... 



WE5 DELIQOUS! 

tus Sun I 
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YOU SAY YER C»LACE 
16 IN BROAD VALLEY, 
EW?TUAT'S WHERE 
WE'RE MEAOIN' / 



7 



UE SUOT VA WHEN 
YA WOULDNY SCARE 
OPP TUB RAN£E ,BM f 



3ETTER WATCM OUT 
PER CLEW BARROW. .'HE 
WANTS THE WMOLE VALLEY 
PeR UIMSELC*. AN' THERE 
AIN'T NO LAW TO STOP HIM.' 



~*h—2 
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.W&W'" 




•Mi iiii< •'}' 



SLAD TO, MISTER, 
MEBBY BETWEEN 
US WE CAN LICK 
CLEM BARROW! 




WELL, WEBBS TH 
VALLEY! SA A AY,. 
WWAT'S TUAT 




pull in, polks* 
waultueaa 
wagons in! 



©ASlSS AND WOMEN, / TUEV'RE TOO 
MUBOS&BD ! ^J/ STR ON G PO R 

US, MAC. .BUT 
I'M GONNA POU-/4 
E&A LOW 'EM' 



ffl 



POUND UPSOMB 
WORSES, MAC.WS 
M AV NEED 'EM 
WMEN I GST 

BACK] 



VI ^ ^==i 



£ 



MAC, 
GBTTWE MEN 
TOGETHER! 



MEN . . WE CAN RIO TWE 
RANGE OP BARROW AN* 
UlS K*IL\#*RS IP YOU'RE 
WILLiN' TO SPILL A LITTLE 
BLOOD! 



^ 



HERE'S THE CURVE OF 
TWE RIVER.. .HEBE'S TWE 
KILLERS CAMP...AN'HEt?E'C 

ABiffwEROOPCATTLB, ' 
NOW HERE'S THE OLAN!. 
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LET'5 GO. MEN . 
TUIS TIME IT'S 
1 OUR TURN! 



^CE LEADS W«S 
LITTLE BAND OP" 
AVENGEieS INTO 
THE NIGHT. . . 



IV 



Hiu.. 
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SPOEXD OUT NOW.. .AN* 

REMEMBER .WHEN THIS 

GOES OPP, START 

NOBODY IN SlGHT.\_ SUOOTiW [ 

RACF,V4ERE'S A 

STICK" o^ dvnamite! 
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weLL.. THAT'S TME BNO OPHlMlTOO 

BAD IT HAD TO BE THIS WAV BUT.. UNTIL 
TUE LAW COMES TO &G20AD VALLffV 
WE'LL WAVE TO K1EEP TV4C «ElNS OP 
JUSTICE INCLEAN WANDS ! 
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AKE 

THE 



ro&Atr', 
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On TH£GP£A5£ Pi TATA 
G/?£ATAUTO 3P£EPWAY 

th£ pay e£Pop£ th£Pac£- 



ryper, r 

WANT TO 
SPEAK 70 





SHU T UP, MON TE - - -THA T'S 
enough/ forge T * &OU T 
EP/TH--YOUR JOB /S TO 
GET OUR ENTRY /NTO 
W/NN/NG SHAPE" THA T2 
ALL I IA/ANT TO HEAR 
PROM YOU--OR 60 HEL P 
Nte, /'LL HAVE YOU 0OTH 
&ANS/EP PR ONI EVERY 
TRACK //V THE COUNTRY.' 



I LIK£^\ 

THAT \ 

K/NP J 

OP \ 

TALK! I 

,T ' S 4 

rugged/ 
y£js$/P, 
/T'j 

PuGGEPf 





ANOTHER TURN. AN P 
I'M ALL JET, '\A&\ IT'LL 
TH/S 80A*T GETS UP TO 
TOP 3PEEC?--- WHO'S 
TH£X£ TO ji -AV IT 
WASN'T AM _ 
ACCI0ENT ?? 




'iPHE RACE STARTS- -ANP SOON J"fM /J 
PR/ V/HO AT A TERR/F/C SPEEP 




/K)hO AS (F PATE PECREEP IT THE 
FlY/NC WHEEL H/T5 MONTE / 









Z&3 £ A N WH/L E.PAUL I A WRENCE 
POESM'T SEEM TOO SAP"" 



OH HO .'HO.' /t workep/ 
WORREP L/RE A CHARM fR/LLEP 
THEM 0OTHfAHP /VOW 

EP/TH W/LL BE Mf/MB / 









Am* 



I K/NO OF F££L 50RR1 
FOR J-/M-M0NTS TOO -I 
P/0N'TM£AN TO WLL MONT£f 
>SU3T PL ANNE P ON H/A-f 
3£/NG BLAMeO FOR 








<S>uTOE CONTROL. THE CAR CRASHES 
/HT0 A BOUL.PE& f 




XSOtTH A REHp/NG CRASH,THE SPEEP/NG VEH/CLE CAROMS W/APLV 





VHE CASHIER IN A BANK 
NOTICED A STRANGE MAN 
WATCHING MR. DUPIN- 
6AL WRITE OUT A CHECK. 

THE NEXT DAY MR. DU- 
PlNGAL'S SIGNATURE 
WAS FORGED. THE CASH- 
IER TOLD THE DETECTIVES 
A80UT THE STRANGE MAN. 
HE CONFESSED HE DID IT. 

HOW DID THE FORCER 
OBTAIN A COPY OF DE PIN- 
GAL'S SIGNATURE? 

;,D/S it 3 HI 3 Id 00 
VOmW V 30 QIV 3H1 HUM 

cnv ivON/dna AS ossn 

V311079 3H1 dD 03>IO Id 

0VH3H1VH1 03111 IA/OV 

103dSOS 3H1 -Noumos 



'3Dll0d 3H1 01 3A0VO 3HS 13 A 'N3101S 
SVM SA3X HUM 01/9 UJH 'dVD 3 HI 03X001 
CVH3HS V31JV 1VH1 CIVS 3HS-HJMSNV 



Statistics show that the average 
murderer in the united states serves only 
90 months in pr/son — less than 8 years. 




MRS. FANDERMELT CAME INTO 
THE POLICE STATION. SHE SAID 
SHE HAD DRIVEN INTO TOWN, AND 
AFTER SHE HAD PARKED AND 
LOCKED HER CAR SHE STARTED 
TO WALK TOWARDS THE BANK 
WHERE SHE WAS GOING TO DEPOSIT 
$20,000 WORTH OF JEWELRY SHE 
HAD INNER HAND BAG WHEN 
A STRANGE MAN GRABBED HER 
HAND BAG AND RAN AWA Y. SHE 
IM MEDIA T ELY GOT IN HER CAR A 

AND DROVE TO THE POLICE STATION WHEN THE OFFICER ASKED WHAtIlSEWAS IN HER BAG 
SHE ANSWERED-ONE HANDKERCHIEF, A COSMETIC CASE, TEN ONE-DOLLAR BILLS AND THE KEYS 
TO HER CAR. THE OFFICER POLITELY TOLD HER SHE HAD FAKED THE ROBBERY TO COL- 
LECT THE INSURANCE ON THE GEMS WHAT MADE HIM SUSPECT HER SCHEME? 



BY KEN BRICKLEY 
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LIGHTS UP! 

.IKF BIGGEST, COSTLIEST 
TELEVISION SETS! 

£ SHOWS MUUANr PICfUftf S 
IN Mill COLOR! 

HITS IVMY TELEVISION 
HIOH . . . FIGHTS AND All! 

THRILLS YOU AND YOUR 
FRIENDS POP.EYf.OI 

AND . . . MAXIS YOUR 
SAVINGS MOUNT UF FAST! 



Nobody ever before sec their excited 
eyes on anything so terrific as this 
amazing new Television Bank! Your 
whole gang will be begging you for a 
look at this new midget wonder! 

UGMTS UP THE MINUTE YOU DROP 
COINI Just click a penny, nickel, dime 
or quarter into top slot. Instantly your 
grand new Television Bank lights up 
— in a big. BIG way ! In a split second, 
the screen leaps into dazzling life! 

AND WOW! WHAT A PICTURE! 
Whether you go for "zowie" shows 
(fights and such) or want a dream 
dance-team or peppy cartoon, you've 
got them — and MOHli— right on this 
m if a c I e Television Bank! What's 
more, shining convex lens over screen 



gives you the brightest, clearest, pic- 
tures yet! 

TURN Of KNOB SHOWS NEXT EXCIT- 
INC. PICTUUri When you've looked 
your admiring fill at one picture, just 
turn center knob for next thrill-packed 
"show." Light goes out automatically 
as new picture appears! To light new 
picture, bank another coin. No less 
than SIX exciting pictures in all — 
a fight, dramatic dance team, tense 
rodeo scene, hilarious cartoon, swell 
figure skater and circus clown with 
his trick dog ! 

PUTS YOU "IN '.. " MONEY" — AND 

FASTI your savings pile up PLENTY 
FAST — and with this marvelous new 
Television Bank! None of your 
friends, relatives or chance visitors 
can resist depositing enough to See the 



COMPLETE WITH 
BATTERY AND BULB! 



complete show! And with SIX won- 
derful pictures to see — you bank 
REAL MONEY just for letting them 
look ! 

IT'S A HONEY — IN EVERY DETAIL! 
You'll be the envy of all your friends 
with grand new Television Bank! A 
console model, it's an exact miniature 
of the most expensive sets. Complete 
even to the handsomely painted-on 
speaker grille and dials. All metal 
ruggedly built bank, 4%" x ■<", has 
smart mahogany finish. Automatic 
screen light powered by efficient, 
replaceable battery. GUARANTEED 
TO DELIGHT YOU, bank conns 
complete with hulb. battery and strong 
key for opening and emptying out 
your wealth of savings. 
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NEWEST DECORATOR'S NOTE 
TO ALL DOLL HOUSE OWNERS! 

Nothing it so truly luxurious for the modern doll 
houie! This beautiful new Television Bonk is the 
lost work in elegance — molthrs oil ilyles o! fur- 
niture— makes a itunning odditiun to your dolls' 
li.ing room 1 You'll lov.- it nnd -.o will oil your 

friend* 1 



SEAGEE CO. Dept. 3 SBB 
2 Allen Street, New York 2, N. Y. 

Please ruth mc my TELEVISION BANK. I agree to My 
postman Si. 98 plus few cents postage with understanding 
chat if I am not delighted I may return bank in S days fpr 
full refund of purchase price. 



Name- 



fPltatt Print Plainly) 



Street 



i City ■ 



Zone 



State 



1 n I enclose ft. 9ft. You pay postage. Same money-back guarantee. 
SEABtE CO., 2 Allen St.. Dept.38 bb New York 2. N. Y. L_ 



